We Must Keep Our Heads above the Waves
In a way it was a happy interlude, though tinged with
melancholy. Almost he wished he might stay there in
Ajaccio, but while he might long for peace in the brief
hour of an autumn twilight, in the bright daylight he was
restless. Not only did Duty call him, but he had asked,
too, a question of Fesch—about his wife. Before his gaze
the broad placid face had looked uncomfortable. The abbe
had no mind to interfere in this family quarrel; but his
answers had not been reassuring.
As the English frigates had now disappeared, Napo-
leon embarked in the morning and sailed out of the blue
waters of the gulf. He was never to see it again.
Within a few hours he landed at the port of Frejus.
Word of his coming had preceded him to Paris, by
courier and letter and in other and mysterious fashions.
And as usual such news of him stirred things up, among
the directors and the various members of his family who
were now residing in Paris. At once the brothers and sis-
ters, with their kinspeople, repaired to Joseph's cozy
home in the rue Rocher, where Letizia stayed. They had
much to say.
Meantime word passed from lip to lip, on the boule-
vards, at the outdoor tables of the little cafes; while in
the theaters few gave heed to the performance.
"Bonaparte is on his way—is here—he came last night,
is in seclusion—diable, no, he will be here to-morrow"—
so ran the news around Paris.
And all the way on the road up they were opening
the gates of the cities, bevies of beautiful maidens, tri-
color-clad, welcomed him, and portly mayors read their
tiresome speeches; while horsemen dashed on the neigh-
boring towns eager to herald his arrival.
209

